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Beyond.
Antumn is dying, winter is come,
Dead leaves are flying, the rivers are dumb ;
The wind's like a kuife, one’s fingers grow
numb ;
Tlhere is enow on the mountains, ice in the
pond.
Winter is with us, but spring is beyond,

The old year is dying, ils glory is dead;
The days are all flying, their brightness bhas
fled ;
The bushes grow bare as the berries grow red;
There issoow on the mountains, ice in the
pond.
The old year is dying, the new is beyond.

‘We are all growing old, and life slips away ;
There is bere time for work, and still less for
play,
Though we think we grow wiser the longer we
* stay;
| But there's life in us yet, no need to de-
epond.
This world waxes old, but there's heaven
beyond

A MIDNIGHT MEETING.

1 always did ¢hink my brother Solo-
mon a little hard upon me, though I
confess that there was reason for it.
Mine were not exactly his ways, you
see.

But could I helpit that I was not
born a parson, like Solomon? FEvery-
body isn't born o parson. A long while
ago, when we were boys together in
tight blue jackets, with gilt buttons
and deep frilled collars, I used te try
with all my might and main to imitate
Solomon, and when we were exhibited
in society, I always echoed verbatim

every remark I Leard him make, so that
I might share his fame, But that was,
as I said, long ago, and gradually such
close following in Solomon's steps grew
tedions, so T chose a wider way. I was
warned o grent deal against this wider
way, bnt somehow I lounged easily into
it when I found how diflicult it was to
be always as good as Solomon.

As I said, to begin with, I always did
think Solomon a little hard upon me.
1f I used language a little stronger
than a Quaker’s, he wonld mainfain a
marked and impressive silence himself;
if T took anything stronger than lemon-
ade, he would ask meaningly for water,
to my intense discomfiture; and if—
after we had grown up, and were living
each of usalonein his own house—I
took part in the harmless recreations of
the age, I would for the pext few days
live in mortal terror of Solomon’s ap-
pearance at the gate, with his book of
sermons under his arm, and the odor of
outraged sanctity pervading him, His
figure, coming through the gate, even
without that brown book nunder his
arm, would have been impressive
enough, but it never did appear so. He
was curious in appearance, was Solo-
mon, being emphatically long in every
way., His legs and feet were long ; his
arms and hands were long; his hair
was long ; his nose was long; and his
sermons were long. His coat-tails were
nncommonly long, too; and, indeed, I
think the only things that were notlong
about him were his sleeves.

After any particular jovial evening at
the Squire’sor at Jo Fleming's at Blagly
(the Squire bred the best fighting
cocks in the country except Jo's, and
Jo's whlis‘ky was the primest that ever
escaped duty), you may guess that m
heart ditln'tybound with joy at the sigh{
of Solomon's long figure and long face :
still, on ordinary occasions, Solomon
and I were good fiiends, and I looked
forward to the day when he should con-
vert me to his own ways, and we should
read the book of sermons alond by
turns through our old age. But then I
knew there was plenty of time for that.

Well, we had marked the fight of the
season, and I had backed Jo's bird
heavily. The affair was to come off on
the Sunday afternoon, and for all the
week before we were so excited (Jo and
I and our chums, and the Squire and
his chums) that we spent every evening
together, disenssing our birde and our
bets ; not to mention the dispatching
of a good deal of the Squire’s home-
brewed, and of my old port, aud of Jo's
Scoteh. Yon see we didn't read so much
in those days as you do now, and so
spent more time over these lighter du-
ties, We didn't talk very much either
—one of Solomon's sermons divided
among us would have lasted us all for a
week; but we smoked—well, pretty
steadily.

The Sunday came at last, and in the
morning I sat in the corner of Solomon’s
}ww, paying the greatest attention to
1im; for I wouldn't for the world he
should suspeet where I was going in
the afternoon, or that I had the slight-
est interest in either Jo's bird or the
Squire’s. What was my horror, then,
when Solomon, in the very middle of
his disconrse (I always knew it was the
middle whem he began to say ““lastly "),
alluded darkly to a * besetting sin of
the age,” as a sport at which only Satin
conld lamgh., *““And he,” concluded
Solomon—and I felt his eyes upon me
—*“chuckles with glee to see men so
degrade themselves,” 1 broke out into
a damp heat. Could any one have
turned traitor and told Solomon? I
kept my eyes down upon the carpet,
and tried to make a resolution that this
ghould be my last cock-fight; but
_somehow the resolution jumbled itself
np with speculations as to how the
Squire wonld feel to-night when he was
beaten, and how I shonld feel when I
pocketed my £100 winnings.

“I shall certainly buy that colt of
Jo's; and now I think of it, I may as
well get Solomon a newumbrella. I
dare say he didn’t mean anything about
cock-fighting after all. He always had
whims for attacking our sports, and of
course that innocent diversion must

take ite turn, like bowls and billiards.” |

I had forgiven Solomon by the time
he had doffed his long gown and joined
me in the churchyard, and I only said,
amiably, * You were rather hard npon
us all to-day, as usual, Sol.”

““ Was I ?" he gquestioned, in his slow
way. ** Hard or soft, it does but little
goed, Jacob.”

I turned the conversation gingerly. 1
could not easily prove his words to be
nntrue, and it wouldn't be polite if I
did—so I didn’t.

# Good-bye, Sol,” I said, with great

rehf":!. when we reached the parsonage
Al

_ ““Bhall I see you at service this even-
ing ?”” was Solomon’s most unfortunate
inquiry, as he slowly removed his ym-
brella to bis left hand, preparatory to
giving me his right. =

“T hope so, butI cannot sayl am
quite sure,” I answered in that way
for the pur of breaking it to him
as gently as Icould. I knew Solomon
felt this sort of thing as sharply as I
felt a razor scratch in shaving, so I put
it in that way, thatI hoped so, but
could not say that I was quite sure,

“I am sorry you are not sure, Jacob,”
said he; *‘*I should have liked to see
you at church to-night. I don’t feel
very well to-day, so will you come in
now and stay the afternoon with me ?”

“] wish I counld, Sol,” said I, as
jauntily as possible, ‘‘but the fact is
I have 'Pmmmed an old friend at Luck-
heaton” (Luckheaton lay in the direc-
tion exactly opposite to Blagly) “to go
| over and have 2 quiet chat with him.
Eg?fis not able to go abont much him-
8 .”

I suppose Solomon was shaking
hands 1in his ordinary manner, but his
long fingers geemed to me to have tied
themselves about mine to hold me
back.

“Yon want a new umbrella, Sol,”
remarked I, neatly preparing the way
for the gift T had in store; and, as
thought, turning the conversation with
consummate tact.

“PDo I?” asked Solomon, lookin
down upon the machine as if he ha
never seen it before in his life, “We
both of us wante good many new things,
Jacob : new habits, new aims, new—"

“Ah | yes, indeed we do,” sighed I,
cheerfully, as I fel{ the grip of his fin-
gers relaxing. “ You're looking all
right, I'm glad to see. Don't go and
fanay yourself ailing, Sol; it's a wom-
anish trick, and not at all like yon.”

“No, I am not fanciful,” he said,
tucking his book tenderly vnder his
long arm. ** Good-bye, then, Jacob ; I
shall see yon again some time to-night,
shall I2”

Awkward, that query at the end, but
I nodded yes to him just as if I had
known—let me see—where was I?
Well, Solomon and I parted very good
friends. He looked back at me with a
smile as I waited; and afterwards I
looked back at him—with a smile too,
for at the moment [ turned, a branch
of his old pear tree caught his hat,
(which he always wore on the back of
his head) and kept it; and he walked
on to the parsonage door without an
idea that his head was bare. I hurried
on cheerfully, then, feeling pretty sure
I was safe. Solomon would be in his
study all the afternoon; and in his pul-
pit most of the evening. Then he
would drink his cup ol strong tea, and
sleep the sleep of a parson till morning,
with his 12447~ window wide open, and
a square of the mght =ky exactly be-
fore lis eyes.

Iy sleep is ealm,” he used to say,
“if my last look has been on heaven.”

And calm I believe it always was,
though his bed was narrow and short,
and he—though narrow too—was long.
Sol never could be induced to spend on
himself any money which he could

in using still the bed he had had asa
boy, As for mine, I had been glad
enough to diseard it for a better.

Well, we had rare sport on that Sun-
day afternoon, and our bird came off
the winner, though the Squire's was as
plucky a little cock as ever got beaten.
There he lay when the tussle was over,
with his comb up and his month a little
open, as if he was only taking in
breath for a fresh attack ; yet as dead
as if he were roasted with stufling.

Jo gave us a supper after the fight ;
then we dispatched a bottle of port
apiece over settling our bets ; then we
gave our minds to pleasure, and enjoy-
ed n good brew of Jo's punch ; and the
Squire, thongh he had been beaten, was
one of the cheerfulest of us all

As 1t was Sunday, we determined to
separate in good time ; so when it got
towards eleven, we set out, while Jo
stood in his lighted doorway shouting
hearty good-nights after us. I ha
waited to make an appointment with
him for the next day, that we might
conclude the bargain for the colt, so I
was a little behind the others in start-
ing.

“Take care of yomrsell,” called Jo;
““you lave the most money and_the
furthest to go. Mind the notes. Five
twenties, and I've copied the numbers
that we may be safe, Tell the Squire
so, if he waylays you in the dark.”

This was Jo's parting joke, and when
I answered it I gave a kindly touch to
the pocketbook in my breast-pocket ;
and the Squire, who heard us, called
ont that he daren’t try to-night, as
there was a moon behind the clouds,

I was riding a favorite little mare
who knew every step of the way be-
tween my own stables and Jo's, so I
just rode peaceably on in the dark, re-
calling 'the flavor of Jo's whisky, and
singing over one of the verses of a song
the Squire had given us:

“With five pounds yonr rtanding wages
You shall daintily be fed ;

Bacon, beans, salt beef, cabb-aqges,
Buttermilk, and barley-bread.”

Suddenly the mare made a deliberate
stop, and roused me from my melodi-
ous dreaminess. Certainly at the end
of this lane a gate opened on the heath,
but then she understood quite well that
she had only to lift and push this gate,
and she had never before reused me
liere when I had been riding sleepily
home from Blagly.

“Steady, my gal! Why, what is
it 2" eried I, for she was shying back in
the lane, and behaving in every way
like a lunatic. I gave her such a cut
as she had not felt since she was broken
in ; and thep, without a word of warn-
ing, she reared enfirely upright; took
me at a disadvantage, and sent me
| eprawling into the ditch; then turned
| and galloped back towards Blagly with-
ont me,

T was none the worse for my fall,
only shaken a little, and astonished a
great deal ; so I picked up first myself
and then my hat, and stumbled on to
find the heath gate. I had my hand
upon it, when the moon came smiling
along from under a cloud, and the
whole level waste of heath was made
visible in a moment. But the sight of
the heath, in all its barren uglness,

spare to give away, and so he persisted | &

was not what struck me with such a
chill, and made my eyes Eriok and my
throat grow apoplectic. never gave
a second glance in that direction, for
there, close to me, only on the Opgom‘ta
gide of the closed gate, stood my broth-
er Solomon. I ecould not have mistaken
him if there had been only the very
faintest flickler of light. There he was,
in his long coat and his high hat, with
his arms folded on the top bar of the
gate, the brown book under one of
them, as usual, and his eyes fixed
ste?%\gf on me. o

g omon,” I said, growing very
cold and uncomfortable under h:gs gaze,
“it's snlatﬁng chilly for you to be out.”

He did not answer that, and so pres-
ently I went cheerfully on: “I've been
—yon remelm?oer wlrxlera I u}'ld I wnf tH
ing—" I stopped again here, i
not want to conxass where I had been if
| he did not know, and I did not want to

tell another falsehood if he did kmow.

So I put it to him that way, intending

to be guided by his answer. It was so

long in coming that I took heart of

Eme to try another tack., ‘ Where
ave you beeu, Sol ?”

Another pause, and then he answered,
just in his old slow way: *‘‘I've been
at home expecting 1ycn:, Jacob ; waiting
for youn until I could wait no longer.”

“I'm sorry for that,” I said, feelin
a little cheerier to hear him speak.

1 | would not have been so late only I had

to go round by Blagly on business. I
daresay you notice that I'm coming
from there now. I only went on busi-
ness, Sol.” -

He made another pause before he
answered, and though it was a trick of
Solomon’s, and always had been, I felt
myself growing uncomfortably cold.
Why could he not have stayed at home,
ag parsons should on Sunday nights ?

But the icy chill turned all at once to
a clammy heat when Solomon asked me
quietly, and without turning his steady
gaze from my face: “How much of
that filthy Iucre have you won, Jacob ?”

“ Wh—what ?" I stammered—and
then you might have knocked me down
with the very smallest of the feathers
in Jo's winning bird—** Wh—what,
Solomon ?”

He repeated the question, slowly and
steadily.

“‘ How much of that filthy Iucre have
you won, Jacob?”

“You—you have been dreaming,
Solomon.'

Unlinking his long fingers, which
had been clasped together on the gate,
e stretched ome hand _towards me,
“ Five notes,” he gaid, 1 with the
unmoved gaze. ** Five worthless, ill-
won notes.” .

I clasped my breast-pocket anxiously.
“1 have a little money here, Sol,” I
eaid, as airilyas I could, ‘‘a few pounds
more or less ; and I want to buy youa
new umbrella, yours is getting shabby.
I'll go into town to-morrow and choose
one.”

I tried to get up a little cheerfulness
over it, but Solomon’s gaze damped it
all out of me ; and, besides, he had not
taken back his long, hungry, out-
stretched hand.

“ Five notes,” he said, again ; * five
worthlesy, ill-won notes, Jacob !

“ Iven if I had the notes, Sol,” I be-
an, trembling like a leaf in a storm,
“even if I had them—hn, ha | what an
absurd iden !—what should you want
with them? And—and,” I added,
clutching desperately at a straw of
courage, ‘‘ what right have you to
them ?"

“ There is no right in the question,”
said Solomon, and his face grew longer
and longer, ““It is all wrong.”

“Yonu don't often joke, Sol," said I,
pretty bravely, though I was tremblin
like any number of aspens, ‘“but, o
course, you're joking mow, and i'ts
rather lute for n joke, isn't it ? Come
along home with me.”

“Tam not going your way now,” he
answered,

“Shall yon be home to-night ?” I
asked, trying to finish up the scene in
my natural tones.

“ To-night ? It is midnight now.”

“ God bless my soul, is it really ?” I
exclaimed, not so mueh suprised as

d | ridizulously flurried and nervous under

my brother's intent gaze,

Solomon had shivered as the words
passed my lips, and for the first time
he looked away.

Good-night,” he said, in his slow,
absent way, and then I think he added
three other words, which he often did
add to his good-byes ; but he spoke so
low that T scarcely heard, and I felt so
angry with him, too, that I didn't even
try to hear,

I walked on moodily across the heath,
All the benign pleasures of the sport
had been swept away in one chill blast ;
the ouly definite idea that possessed
me was the determination nof to buy
my brother Solomon a new umbrella,

always carried my own key, and for-
bade the*servants to sit up for me, as
you may guess I was surprised to find
my groom watching for me at the gate.

“Walking, sir ?"” he exclaimed, meet-
ing me with a hurried step and worried
face. *Ihoped yon'd ride home that
you might be the quickerat the parson-
age. They've sent for you twenty times
at least, sir. Mr. Solomon —"

“I know,” I interrupted; * Mr.
Solomon is missing ; I've just met him,
Il go and tell them so, for I'll be
bound the parish is all up in arms.”

All the parish was up in arms, and
had all gathered at the parsonage, as it
seemed to me—but strangest of all—
Solomon was there too, lying on_his
narrow bed opposite the open window,
with the square of moonlit sky before
his closed eyes.

They tell me something nbout a
swoon or some such womanish trick ;
and it may be true and it may not. At
any rate, I remmember nothing after the
first few sentences they unttered. Solo-
mon had been ailing for some time—so
the words went—and had felt worse
than usual that day, and lonely and
restless, Still, he had insisted on
preaching in the evening, and after-
wards had toiled up to my house to see
if I “was at home, and then toiled back
again, All night he had been expect-
ing me, and had kept listening for my
step, while he sent again and again to
see if I had returned. Just once he had
risen excitedly in bed, then his strength
had failed ; and those who were listen-
ing heard him bid his brother good-

night, with the whispered prayer—

“God bless you.” Then he had Iain
nietly back, with his fadingeyes npon
that glimpse of heaven beyond the lat-
tice window, and had died quietly at
midnight. .

What? The money? Don't ask me
what became of the meney. Over those
five notes I worried myself at last into
the most serious brain fever that ever
man came back from into life again.
They were gone. No trace could I ever
find of my old pocket-book, though I
made it well known that the numbers
of ihe notes had been taken. When 1
had offered. £50 reward, and that did
not bring them, I doubled it and offer-
ed £100. Who would cawe to keep them
then ? Who would keep five notes which
were mged, when they could receive
five available ones of equal value b
only bringing the worthless old pocke
book to me? But no one brought it,
and then I advertised anew, offering
£150 reward for those five £20 notes.
Of course, I tried to make out that it
was the old pocket-book I set the value
on, but, after ail, I' didn’t much care
who had the langh against me if I could
only set this matter straight, and give
it an air of daylight reality. Butno—
that never brought them.

Another cock-fight ? No, I never saw
another cock-fight. Don't ask me any
more, It's five-and-thirty years ago—
let it rest.

The Loss of the Virginius,

All that remains of the steamer Vir-
ginius, of which so much has recently
been said and written, now rests quietly
at the bottom of the eceasn. The ship
foundered in eight fathoms of water,
just off Cape Fear. Soon after the
Virginius was delivered to the United

States steamer Ossipee it was discovered
that she was in a leaky condition, and
immediately after her head had been
turned northward the pumps were set
to work, but, notwithstanding the best
efforts of the seamen, who worked man-
fully night and day, the water gained
slowly in the hold. The ship was in
this condition when Lieut, Commander
David O, Woodrow was ordered to take
command of her. Shortly after that
officer came on board he concluded that
it would be impossible for the ship to
reach New York, He afterward com-
municated this conviction to his su-
perior officer on board the Ossipee, and
advised that the Virginius be ran into
Charleston, which port he was sure
conld be made, This advice was not
heeded, and the two vessels proceeded
on their course to New York. On the
evening of the 25 ult. the Virginius be-
came unm eable. The water was
up to within a few inches of her boilen
fires, and gaiping elowly. Her ex-
hausted erew then determined to aban-
don her. For three days previously
they had been working with the water
up to their knees, and many of them
were 8o worn out as to be hardly able
tostand, Early on the morning of the
26th a boat's crew put off from the
Ossipee, and, at the risk of their lives,
gallantly rowegd through the mountain-
ous waves to the rescue of their ship-
mates. The boat first took off the
landsmen, then the sailors, and after
all the others were in safety the officers
left the Virginius. The last bont left
the sinking ship at 8:30 A, . The Os-
sipee hove to after the entire crew of
the Virginius was safely on board, and
remained in the neighborhood to see
what became of the vessel, Ata little
after 4 o'clock p, a. she began to settle
down in the water. At first she went
down by the head, her forward com-
partments being stove and open, After
the water had reached to above the
paddle-boxes, it rushed backward into
the cabin, and, tearing ount the com-
partment partitions, carried the ship
down on an almost even keel. She
sunk in latitude 83 deg. 44 min, 10 sec.
north, and longitude 77 deg. 59 min.
west. The Smithville Light bore north
three-quarter west by the compass, with
the end of Nagg's Head north north-
east. When the sll‘iip had disappenred,
the Ossipee steamed up, and after at-
taching a buoy to the tow-rope by which
the two vessels had been connected,
steamed for New York,

Origin of Gipsies.

Charles Leland, in his work on Eng-
lish Gipsies, speaks of the race of which
they are a part as *“ the descendants of
a vast number of Hindoos, of the prim-
itive tribes of Hindoostan who were ex-
pelled or migrated from that country
early in the fourteenth century.” The
migration probably began earlier, for
there are intimations of them as far
west ns Germeny in 1416, and in 1427 a
troop of them, numbering a hundred,
appeared in Paris, where they gave
themselves out as Christian Gipsies ex-
pelled’ from Egypt by the Moham-
medans, No settled account of their
origin is given by the Gipsies of any
two lands in the Old World, but their
tradition tends on the whole towards
the Egyptian origin, which the popular
notions of European nations had in
general till of late nssigned tothem. Yet
that the Rom or Romni nre to be iden-
tified with the Dom or Domni castes of
Hindoos, sllied to the Nats, the real
Gipsies of India at the present day—
the letters D and R being hardly dis-
tinguishable in Giﬁny mouths—is not
only attested by the name they give
themeelves, but borne out by proofs
without limit from the study of their
speech and of their characteristic cus-
toms or habits,

The Difference,

George Eliot, the lady novelist, one
of the keenest observers of meu and
things, makes note of one essential dif-
ference between men who take pride

in their trade and those who are indif-
ferent, and expresses her thonghts
through one of the characters in A
Bede : ** I can’t abide to see men throw
away their tools i’ that way the minute
the clock begins to strike, as if they
took no plenum i’ their work, and was
afraid o' doin’ a stroke toommch. I
hate to see a man's arms drop down as
if he was shot before the clock’s fairly
gtruck, as if he'd nevera bit o' pride
and delight in 's work. 'I‘!Iam:?grind-
stone 'll go on turnirg a bit aiter you
loose it,"”

Land of the Midnight Sun,

Paul Du Chaillu, the noted traveler,
says: There is a beautiful country far
away towards the ioy north. It is a
glorions land, with snowy, bold and
magnificent mountains; deep, narrow
and delightful valleys ; bleak plateaux
and slopes; wild ravines; clear and
picturdsque lakes ; immense forests of
white birch and fir trees; gigantic and
superb glaciers, unrivaled in size by
any in Europe. Itis ot this country I
come to tell you. The rivers of this
country in their hurried flights from
the heights above to the valleys below,
tumble down as if from heaven in gigan-
tic waterfalls and cascades, so beauti-
ful, so lovely, so white and chaste, 8o
matehless in their beauty, that the be-
holder never tires of fooking upon
them. I have told you of thu%eadp.i.nog
features of the country, topographi-
cally considered ; let me now say a few
words about the people, their mode of
living, their code of morality. I have

been an extensive traveler, but never in | P:

all my experience have I met with such
an honest and simple class of people as
the inhabitants of Norway, Sweden and
Lapland, Their faith in human nature
is something incredible, and their hon-
esty exceeds all bounds. Often have I
left my money behind me_in a farm-
house, and as often have I been fol-
lowed on the road by my late host with
the treasure I forgot in his domioile.
They scorn to take any reward for do-
ing what they consider their duty, and
a8 often as I have offered them rewards
they have been rejected. They area
very religious paoFle and a very demo-
eratic people. Of their religious sim-
plicity, volumes could be written. They
are for the most part, in fact all, Pro-
testants or Lutherans, They bury their
dead in graveyards around the churches,
and if & man dies 200 miles away, his
body must be brought to the graveyard
and interred. A stranger can tell the
condition of almost any lady he meets.
Those that are engaged to marrie
have one plain gold ring; those who
are married wear two, and those who
have a family wear three. When a
man’s wife dies in this northern clime,
the husband and his friends have a
three days’ jollification. About their
democratic ideas I cannot give you a
better notion than by mentioning the
fact that I sought an interview with the
King, nnd was accorded the same. Be-
fore I was five minutes in the royal
presence, I was asked to smoke a cigar,
and at separating was asked to call
again, which I did. When I returned,
I bad to look for the King myself,
there beiu.fI no guards or servants
around the house. I found him put-
ting on his coat upstairs, having just
put the finishing touch on one of his
pictures. A few words about the mid-
night sun. I witnessed this grand phe-
nomenon while standing on OaPe North,
the most northern extremity of Europe,
The sun, instead of setting as it does
here, and running & course from east to
west, keeps going around in a circle,
the lower perilzgery of which is just on
the horizon. hen it makes the lower
curves it is partislly ebscured, but it
rises again and describes circles in the
air for nearly two and a half months,
It then goes away, but total darkness
does not ensue, for the moon, the stars
algld.the northern lights illumine the

The Desperation of Despair,

Many of cur readers, says the New
York Evening Post, may remember the
little piece of verse in which a company
of British officers in the Indian service
are represented as getting together, du-
ring an unusually violent epidemic of
cholera, and singing a song, the chorus
of which, as we remember it, ran thus:

 Here's & health to the dead already,
And a health to the next to die.”

An incident is reported to have oc-
eurred in Memphis, which indicates the
existence in that city of a similar dis-
position to make a jest of death. A
man, some_days ill with the yellow
fever, perceived one day that the disease
had taken a fatal turn, Remarking that
he was going to die, and that he was
determined to die happy, he thereupon
drank a large quantity of brandy, and
died in the middle of the fit of drunk-
enness which was thus produced.

However horrible such a scene may
be, it must be confessed that it is not
unnatural. Few men are able to main-
tain an indifferent bearing when they
are forced to keep still and wateh the
constant and irresistible approach of
death. One may face the danger of a
desperate charge on a battle-fiold with
comparative cnlmness, because there is
something to do. But to lie still and
wait for death to make an end of one
requires a philosophical courage such
as few men possess, The poor man who
got drank in order “to die hnpp{" was
probably too frigntened to be fully re-
8 nnsiblye for what he did ; but his con-

uct shows under what a tremendous
strain human life is maintained in those
districts of country where the yellow
fever has been raging for the last few
weeks,

A * Bear-Boy.”

An Indian bear-boy has been on ex-
hibition in San Francisco, and the
papers have discovered that the mon-
strosity is o case of cruelty. The bear-
boy is a born idiot, and that is about
all there is unnatural about him, His

points of resemblance to a bear have
been stimulated by barbarous cruelty.
His keeper's story is that his mother
was frightened by a bear before his
birth. This conld scarcely have broken
his ankles and cut the tendons behind,
so that the feet bend beneath the legs,
their upper ‘portion touching the shins
and rendering it impossible for their
owner to stand upright. The inference
is that the Indian boy has been cut and
slashed and hewed intoa rude imitation
of an animal tgﬁl.mg
idiocy saided the transformation,
renders him valuable as s sho

on all-fours, His
and
The

Bright Side People.

The propensity to make the best of
things is generslly found in combina-
tion with those smaller virtues which
are more annoying to one's neighbors
than most vices, The man who rises at
five every morning, who always ties up
his letters with red tape, and who is
convinoed of the great truth that it is
better to be half an hour too early than
half a minute too late, is frequently
given to making the best of things.
The duty of doing so is & moral maxim
just big enough for him te understand.
He probably reflects ugon itin the early
morning at the t;lnl:e wlhen thhe wiilbatg
is bringing out that glow, physical an
moral, wh?ch makes %im'an offence to
all weaker vessels during the rest of
the day.

The ruddy, jovial person who gets
himself up after the country-gentleman
type, or the more unctious variety of
popular preacher, is apt to be perspiring
this doctrine at every pore. It is a
Jeasure to him to meet somebody in
distress® upon whom he may discharge
beisterous comiort throngh his favorite
aphorism, as s fire-engine sends cold
water throngh a hose, If he acquires
some dim consciousness of the fact that
his kind exhortations sound like a bitter
mockery to his victims, it only increases
his sense of virtne. They cannot com-
fort themselves under the loss of a wife
by the reflection that they still have
geveral first cousins and money enongh
to pay fer a handsome monument. That
only proves that they have not studied
80 wel;l as he the great art of properly
directing their sentiments. or o
course he will deny in the most pathetic
manner that he would ever advise any-
thing like self-deceit. He does not
avowedly ask a sufferer to profess that a
toothache is rather a pleasant distrac-
tion than otherwise; he only recom-
mends him to fix his attention upon his

at toe or some other remote part of
is body which may appear to beenjoy-

d |ing good health.

And, in fact, there are some people
so enviably constituted that & small
pleasant object elevates them more than
a great unpleasant object depresses
them. They ave people, 8o to speak, of
small specific gravity, who cannot be
submerged without a heavy burden of
melancholy. The person who makes
the best of things frofmea to be of
this temperament. It is not, he would
have yonu believe, that he does not sym-
pathize with grief, but that his consti-
tutional buoyancy makes sympathy
with him compatible with exhdynn' tion ;
he does not deny the existence of evils,
but the smallest grain of makes
him happy, just as half a gluss of wine
makes some men drunk., There are, we
say, such people as these—men, if we
may coin & word, easily intoxicable.
But we are inclined, as a rule, to a ve-
hement suspicion in both cases. The
man who is upset by the first glass has

enerally had a number of glasses be-
ore, and the man who makes the best
of things is genernlly helped to be se-
rene either by the absence of strong
feeling or by the want of courage to
look at the worst,

The Famine in Bengal,

The latest reports from Eengal are
anything but encouraging. The famine
scems inevitable, The recent failure
of crops involves the subsistence of
some thirty millions of people. *‘In
gome villages of Dinagepore,” says a
correspondent of the London Zimes,
“ the people are eating jungle produce
and the pith of the plantain tree, while
they give a sort of tamarind stew to
their ehildren,”

The Bishop of Caleutta has prepared
a form of prayer to be used in the
Christian churches, and the * Santana
Dharma Rakshani Sabha,” or Society
for the Defence of Eternal Religion—
that is, orthodox idolatry—has 1ssued
the following formula :

I, 0 Almighty Supreme Vishnn!
Thou art the Preserver in this world ;
save, therefore, Bengal and other places
from the impending dearth.

“II. O God | we, thy devoted people,
humbly pray that thou wouldst rescue
us always from future grain scarcity,

“III. O Asylum of Mercy! pour
down thy bounteons showers of kind-
ness, and cause the world to be sup-
plied with a plentiful harvest.

« TV, Inthis kali-yuga (age of vice),
we human beings live upon grain; so
save our lives bly that food, and spread
abroad thy Divine glory over the uni-
verse,

“V, O Lord ! Governor! Theu art
the sole protector of the helpless;
kindly pardon our sins, and, hearing
our solicitations, bestow upon ns thy
universal benediction.

«VI. And also prolong the life of the
sovereign, who is our ruler, for the
prosperity of the subjects entirely de-
pends upon the monarch’s weal.”

Death from Hydrophobia.

A famous Western trotting horse,
Ripon Boy, lately died from hydro-
phobia, The first suspicion that any-
thing was the matter with the horse was
when the groom took him to water.
He drank sparingly, and at each attempt
to drink thereafter would tremble in
every limb, The horse allowed his
keeper to approach, but exhibited great
vice when he attempted_ to touch him.
He supposed that the horse might have
been poisoned by esting sumac with
the hay. After watching the symEltorqa
of the animal for a few moments, his
owner pronounced them those of hy-
drophobia. Water was several times
offered the horse, but when he under-
took to drink he was seized with spasms,
followed by extreme viciousness, The
doctor says the actions of the horse
were terrible to behold. He would rub
hiskl;z:g nglig:: the .t:e‘tla :l? lor;ibly a8
to out his u; an
fractare his jaw. Fin: é..uﬁ'."ﬂﬂ
of the horse could not saved, Mr.
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California has about 8,000,000
of sheep, The wool crop in two :

at an average of ten pounds
would amount fo 000,

unds, or 15,060,000 more
1%871. product of the United btates in

1 wonld rather,” said a prominént
o Yorg; fignre :r:;' to::
“ give a five- 1 a yo
Bosae hnmgl' fifty thousand dotlars’
worth of cash and fifty thousand do
lars’ worth of brains, t to an old
established concern with & ki
thousan d cash and no brains for busi-

A lad in Worcester, Mass,, has been
e e of '+ fally arvmpape
or stealing a copy of a daily newspaper
from the 8dom' of a subseriber, In
passing sentence, the Judge said it was
not the mere market value of the goods
stolen that called for severs punish-
ment, but the great sunoyance attend-
ing such petty pilfering.
Carbonite is a new article
found only in the James River, Va.
is a substitnte for cannel coal, and costs
two-thirde as mm:ﬁ irooly.
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burns longer than anthracite or cannel,
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« T found it very inconvenient, aud s
great loss of time,” says Chateaubriand,
“to dine before seven o'clock. M
wife wanted to'dine at five o’clock, ani
insisted upon that hour, After many
arguments and many heated discus-
sions, we finally compromised upon six
o'clock—an hour very inconvenient to
us both. This is what they call de
mestic concessions,”

Innocently Executed.

One of the most notable execntions
that ever occurred in Kentucky, says
the Louisville Journal, was the hang-
ing of Captain William P. King and
Abraham Owens, at Franklin, in June,
1867. King was the leader of a gang of
thieves who stopped several trains on
the Louisville and Nashville Railroad
and robbed the passengers, and Owens
was a member of King":rgnn_g. The two
were convicted of m ermg Harvey
King, a hali-witted brother o! Captain
King, and it was asserted that the mur-
der was committed through fear that
tho half-witted brother would expose
the robbers, .

The day on which the hanging tock
place was inten.s:i{ hot, and the crowd
in front of the gallows, suffering under
the blazing sun, grew impatient at the
seemingly interminable speeches of the
doomed men, who sgain and again re-
iterated their innocence, and called
upon God to witness the truth of what
they said. The Sheriff was at length
forced to admonish them, and they
stopped and made ready to die. The
body of King twitched horribly after
being swung off, and he appeared to
die hard, Owens struggled some, but
did not suffer so much as his compan-
jon, Everybody familiar with the trial
seemed to feel almost certain that the
men were guilty, but their almost fran-
tic assertions of innocence did not fail
to make an impression,

Some time a man by the name of
Evans was l{nc ed in Kansas, and a re-
port of the chini in one of the Kan-
sas papers alleged that before his death
Le made & confession, in which he said
he had once committed a murder in
Kentucky, for which two men had been
hanged. It is now;said that the Evans
who was lynched in Kansas was one of
the principal witnesses against King
and Owens, and that they are the per-
sons referred to by him in his confes-
gion, Should these statements furn

out to be true, they will be likely to

cause nnpleasant feelings in Simpson
county. is to be hoped that this
publication may lead to an investiga-
tion that will give us trustworthy infor-
mation.

Shoe Your Horses.
At this season of the year every horse

Be




